They were playing the most varied assortment of instruments, with Valody;
conducting vigorously.
He had assembled every instrument he could muster, irrespective o
the laws of formal orchestration, and the resulting symphony was excitinj
and extraordinary. There were six guitars, a mandolin, a balaleika, tw<
accordions, a violin^ Sergei had a zurn (he had borrowed this ancient instru
ment from the local museum), several bandore-players who came from the
Ukraine, and there was even a gusli^ a sort of psaltery, played by a tougt
young man from Minsk. And her two Caucasian room-mates were playing
their native instrument, the ckongur. The rest of the orchestra had mouth-
organs, tin flutes, drums, cymbals, and even rattles.
Ludmilla finished tying her ribbon and ran out to greet them. Valodya
gave her his arm and off they marched leading the procession, to collect
Doctor Kravchenko, Never had anyone heard such an assembly of sounds*
It suggested an impromptu concert by the instruments themselves in the
concert-hall after the performers had gone to bed. Amongst the twangings
and wheezings of the guitars and accordions, the drumming and clashing
and scraping, the clear high whistle of the zurn asserted itself shrilly. Yet
the tune they were all aiming at was unmistakable. It was Bunayevsky's
rousing march, " Joyeux Gargons," and as they marched they sang the
words :
" We'll spice our work with songs and jest,
The hardest work brings forth our best.
For we were born in a brave new age
And never will give up our heritage.
And if our foes dare raise their hand
Against the living happiness of our land,
Then we will sing a song of war
Shoulder to shoulder as our fathers stood before. . . /*
Doctor Kravchenko was encircled by the procession and carried off
with them to the pinewoods. Valodya (who had by now taken a guitar
himself) was still conducting vigorously, with impressive comic jerks erf"
his fair hair in the best romantic conductor tradition,
** I'm glad I packed this morning," whispered LudmiUa. ** We shall
te up late to-night. . . ."
It was a warm still night lit by an immense moon. The odour of the
pines was vivid, and they could hear the splash of the sea against the shingle.
Valodya, who was a born stage-manager, had thought of everything* They
gathered in a clearing just beyond the beach. Valodya brought his march
to a triumphant conclusion and the orchestra collapsed laughing on to the
carpet of fresh pine-needles* During the intermission before they got hack
their breath, Valodya, with a grandiloquent wave of the hand, produced
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